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	1. Prologue - Till We Meet Again
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Disclaimer: I do not own Pokémon; wish I did, but I don't. Some ideas for this story-line was given to me by my grandmother, but she doesn't own Pokémon either! 'Fraid I have to do this now: 'A Piece of My Heart' (APOMH) is ©opyright Erina-chan 2000!

Same notes as for Gd'A. means thinking, ** means translation, italics means dream sequence, flashbacks will be marked like this: […=START FLASBACK=…]

Ages (for actual story, the Prologue is set a year before the story): 

Ash/Mystic/Rudi = 16

Brock = 20

Jesse/James = 25

Butch/Cassidy = 23

Diana/Ross = 21

Giovanni = 40+

_**

A PIECE OF MY HEART

**_

Prologue

_

It was raining, and the sky was so dark it looked like evening, even though it was only 11am. The day was so dreary there was a silent agony to it. No Pidgey were singing and the only sounds were occasional sobs and the wind through the trees. 

The gathered group of people looked up expectantly as the priest walked over to the makeshift podium in front of 4 wooden boxes. Ash had never seen anything worse than those boxes. One wooden prison. Full stop. Game over. 

**"Friends…" **the priest began. **"We are gathered here today to mourn the passing of the four Waterflower sisters of Cerulean City." **He began to reel the sisters off, one by one. Daisy. Lily. Violet. Misty. After each name he spoke a few words, commenting on the achievements of their short lives. Lastly he spoke of Misty, the youngest Waterflower; the 'black-sheep' of the family. Ash knew his mother's hand was on his shoulder, but he couldn't feel it. He could feel nothing but an immense crushing pain in his chest. This is what let him know he was alive; apart from this he was numb all over. 

Although his vision was slightly altered by the tears threatening to fall, he could see the older sister's friends and boyfriends, crying over those meaningless boxes; because, for them, each one held a memory of someone who had once been a part of their lives. The crowd around the fourth coffin parted to let the Pokémon Master, Ash Ketchum through. 

Ash jerkily wiped his sleeve across his face and stared at the box. He was aware of people beside him; his mother, Brock, Tracey, Todd. The crowd had gone to the Reception Hall. 

****

**Man, he's taking this pretty badly. ** thought Todd. Ash slowly ran his finger along the gilded edge of the coffin.

****

**"What's the point?" **he murmured bitterly. **"She's not even in there." **Brock patted Ash's back reassuringly. 

**

"Come on man, you have to let go."

**

**"I know," **whispered Ash, barely audible, **"but I can't. I…don't want to." **He turned suddenly, and his mother and friends were startled and moved by the pain that seemed to darken his already dark eyes. **"You guys? If I'm going to do this, could I have some privacy?" **

** **

**"Sure sweetheart." **said his mum, cautiously. As they walked to the Reception Hall, Tracey turned to Brock.

****

**"Do you think we should leave him alone?" **he asked. Brock looked thoughtful.

****

**"He'll be alright, he just needs closure. They never found her body, but her chances were so slim you can't even call them chances." **He sighed. **"Ash is trying to hold on, but there's nothing left but a dream. Just give him time, he needs to adjust. He's known, he knew Misty for years, longer than he's known me even." **

** **

Ash sat on the grass cross-legged like a 10-year-old again, pulling tuffs out of the ground and making a little pile by his feet. He tore his eyes from his little grass pile, and on to the smiling eyes of the picture of Misty, framed in gold and placed by the coffin, surrounded by flowers. He stared at the picture for ages as the clouds passed overhead.

****

**"God Misty," **he blurted out to the picture. **"You drive me nuts, even when you're…not here." **Ash stopped and swallowed. He reached over and took the picture, past caring if he was allowed to or not. He ran his thumbs up and down the patterned gold frame and squeezed back the tears. He was 15 years old and the Pokémon Master to boot, and he was damned if he was going to cry now. He'd already cried enough when the police had told them they'd found three out the four bodies, and exactly how they died. 

He slammed the picture down on the grass, but the glass didn't break. The dams broke and before he knew it the tears were there, running down his cheeks, on to his chest, down his arms. 

****

**"Why?!" **he screamed as he slammed the picture down again, but it still refused to break. He repeated this cycle till he was worn out. Ash stopped, and noticed the unshattered, unbroken glass. **"Just as stubborn as you Myst" **he laughed bitterly. 

He leant against the coffin with his head in his hands. After a while, he tilted his head backwards so the soft rain gently fell on to his face, blending with his tears. He opened his eyes as he heard Brock's footsteps approaching.

****

**"Come on man, let's go home." **Ash rose silently, without protest. He took one more glance at the empty coffin. 

****

**I'll miss you Misty **he thought to himself. There was no easier or truer way to say it. As Ash slowly moved towards the Reception Hall, Brock himself took a minute of silence in respect for his departed friend. He wished he had Ash's faith in the fact that she may be alive, but he just didn't.

As a final gesture, Brock took the carnation from his jacket button and laid it on the grass next to the coffin, and an empty gold frame. 


	2. One - A Photoraphic Memory
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Chapter One

**

A Photographic Memory

Ash and Pikachu were sitting in the comfortable lounge of Brock's new Breeding Salon in Pewter City. They looked up as Brock re-entered the room with drinks on a tray.

****

**"Hey Ash, thanks for coming down and helping me sort out all these pictures. They're coming out of my ears! I really need to get them into albums!"** Ash's long-time friend Brock Flint laughed and set the tray down.

**"No problem Brocko! We haven't spent any time together recently – and we practically grew up** **together!"** Brock was about to remark on who else they'd grown up with, but decided against it.

Ash leaned over and grabbed a packet of photographs from a huge cardboard box marked 'Journey Box 1' whilst Brock tackled an even bigger one marked 'Family Weddings'. Ash smiled at the first picture he pulled out. It was him at 11, showing off the 6 badges he'd already won to Brock's camera. It seemed like 5 decades ago; not years. He sighed and put it in the pile marked 'Ash singles'. 

He skimmed through the pictures of all the pretty girls Brock had seen during that camera film, putting all the Nurse Joys and Officer Jennys in their piles. When the stream of girl pictures had stopped, he came across another one with him in it. His face was quite near the camera, and Pikachu was in the background playing with Togepi. Misty was in the picture too. Her arms were around his neck and her head was on his shoulder. Ash's prized Pokémon League hat was resting on her bright orange hair. 

Brock had finished his first packet and was reaching for another when he noticed that Ash had been staring at the same picture for about 5 minutes. He read the writing on the back of the photo, realised which one it was, and sighed. 

Ash and Misty's relationship had always been a strange one before she died. In the almost 5 years they had travelled together they had never mentioned having stronger feelings for each other. They had always argued about everything but sometimes, like the day that picture had been taken, they had been happier together than a married couple. They had really been the best of friends - Ash had been so broken up at her funeral and to this day, a year later still believed she was alive somewhere. Ash had woken up, and put the picture into the 'Ash/Misty' pile. 

The rest of the pictures in that packet were mainly of Togepi and Ash finished them quickly. He reached lazily over and grabbed another packet from the top of the box. He chucked as he recognised what film it was. The first picture was of Misty's sisters in identical ball-gowns, but Daisy's was yellow, Violet's was blue and Lily's was pink. This was the film from the party Professor Oak had thrown Ash to celebrate him winning the Jolt League, and for his 15th birthday. 

Ash flipped through the pictures, not bothering to put them in their piles, until he found the one he was looking for. It was a picture of him dancing with Misty. Her sisters had pestered her to wear a dress like theirs in orange, but Ash had gone out and bought her a white dress, embroidered with blue patterns. That night, Ash thought, was the most beautiful she had ever looked. 

The picture was of Ash dipping Misty. Her hair was falling out of its pins and they were both laughing. Ash leaned back against Brock's couch with his eyes closed, and remembered.

**

[…=START FLASHBACK…=]

**

She felt so light, and his arms felt so right around her waist. Misty laughed as Ash pulled her back up into his embrace and they once again began swaying to the music. They grinned at Brock who had just taken their picture. Misty batted at him playfully.

****

**"Shoo you! God Brock, Todd should have never given you that camera!"** Brock was about to retort when he spotted a very much-matured Duplieka waving at him, and quickly vanished from Ash and Misty's sight. Ash laughed at his friend and turned his attention back to Misty. 

The song stopped and the DJ put a slow one on. Misty stopped. Ash moved his head closer to her ear and whispered in it.

****

**"Tired already?"** Misty smiled, and threw her arms back around her friend's neck. 

****

**"Nope. I could dance all night! Why – you tired Mr Pokémon Master?"** Ash shook his head and then pressed hers to his chest and they both started moving slowly to the music. Ash regretted it immediately. His heart was beating abnormally fast – from the dancing, he told himself hurriedly. What if she heard it?

****

**"Hey, Myst?"** he asked, and her head raised from his chest. **"You know that was the first time** **you've called me Mr Pokémon Master, and it was true!"** Misty giggled and put her head back in its comfortable position.

****

**"I'm happy for you Ash"** she murmured into his dinner jacket.

****

**"What?"** Misty, almost reluctantly, pulled her head away again. 

****

**"I'm happy for you Ash" **she repeated. **"And proud. You're my best friend. You let me tag around with you for years; you saved me."**

** **

**"Saved you?"** Ash asked. **"From what?"**

** **

**"Being alone. Thank you Ash."** She fell silent then, and Ash had to blink back tears. He awkwardly moved his arms from around her waist to her upper back and pulled her close to him; in a real hug, not a dance move. 

****

**"My pleasure"** he whispered into her hair.

**

[…=END FLASHBACK=…]

**

All of this had been surging through Ash's memory as he sat on Brock's floor. He felt broken inside, but there was a smile on his lips. That night…there had maybe, sort of, almost been_…something. _He had felt so close to her that night he had almost…

He shrugged off the memory, but found his eyes drawn back to the picture. They looked so happy together. As he continued through the packet, Ash wondered if that night would have been different if he had known that in less than a weeks time, Misty would be…dead. _No_, he shook his head. _She's not dead. She can't be._

_ __**

Author's Notes:

**_

**Okay, that was…short. I promise that the rest of the chapters will be much longer 'kay?**

** **
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Chapter Two

_

Walking On Moonbeams

_**

The light from the moon only partially illuminated the girl's face, revealing one green eye and half a cheek of pale skin. The girl paused at a corner as she pushed back a stray lock of orange hair and listened carefully. When she was satisfied that no one was lurking in the darkened corridor ahead, she deftly moved around the corner and cautiously made her way. She was suddenly thankful for the black uniform they forced her to wear; good camouflage. 

As she rounded another corner, the moonlight glinted on the golden necklace she always wore and she came face-to-face with the silent silhouette of a woman. The girl stared at the shadowy figure, and although alarm bells were ringing in her head, she couldn't take her eyes away. 

**This woman, she must be from…my past. **she though to herself. There was something familiar about this woman, who stood so proudly, with a wisp of long hair curling by the top of her legs. Although the girl had no memory of the woman, she was somewhere in her mess of thoughts. The girl fell to her knees in front of the woman.

**"Tell me!" **she screamed, a little too loudly for someone trying not to be caught. **"Tell me who I am! Tell me why I'm here!" ** The woman looked uncomfortably, and almost guiltily at the sobbing red-head at her feet. 

****

** "Misty, go. Go now. Don't wait, don't look back, just run." **the woman whispered. The girl looked confused.

**"Mis-Misty? They told me my name was Mystic…"**

**

"Listen, leave now. It's your only chance. You need to find the other twerps."

"What…"

**

** "GO!" **screamed the woman. Misty stood up, and began running, then turned around, as if it was an afterthought.

**"Why are you helping me? You're one of them." **She whispered, tears still running down her face. The woman smiled smugly.

**"Just considered it a debt that my partner and I owe you Misty. Now GO!"**

** **As the young girl from her past disappeared into the shadows, Jesse sighed. She would get in so much trouble if Giovanni found out about this. **I'd better go find James and Meowth **she thought to herself.

Misty had abandoned all thoughts of being quiet as she ran through the hallways.

**Christ, this place is like a maze. **she thought to herself as she ran. Her chest hurt, she didn't get much exercise cramped in that cage they had the nerve to call a room all day. _Misty. _The name ran through her head. She couldn't say the name sounded familiar because nothing was familiar to her anymore. 

Suddenly, she collided with something. Fearfully, she looked up into the cold un-compassionate of a blonde woman. She groaned as she recognised the woman. Her name was Cassidy, she was the one who brought her food. 

**"Well now," **snapped Cassidy's icy voice. **"And where might you be going little girl?" **Misty willed her legs to run, but they weren't getting the message. **"Have you got permission to be wandering around the corridors at night?" **Cassidy grabbed her by the ear, and proceeded to drag her back to her 'room', and laughed as she turned the lock.

Alone once more, Misty sat on her bed. She was too tired for tears; too unhappy for tears. _Misty _the woman had said. So, her name was Misty. She sighed, and lay down. 

**I wish I could remember, **she thought to herself. She was just a girl, with no past, and no future. Day after day, she survived in this place, a place she didn't even know. Why did they keep her alive?

**

[…=START FLASHBACK=…]

**

Her head hurt, and her vision was blurry. As her surroundings became clear, she screamed as she noticed three bodies, lying in pools of blood around the room. Desperately, she moved her eyes away, but came face-to-face with the barrel of a gun. 

**"Wait!" **came an authoritative voice from across the room. He stood up, and met Misty's pleading aqua eyes with his own. **"Why are you killing her? She did nothing wrong. It was her sisters fault."**

** **

** "Son!" **boomed another voice. Everyone in the room whirled around as a man in an orange suit strode towards the young man who had spoken for her life. **"You are showing weakness." **The boy defiantly stood his ground.

**"How much of a bother can she be father? Besides, it might be nice to have someone to talk to who's not a member of organised crime."**

** **

** "That's enough of your cheek young man." **The two stared each other down for a few seconds, then the man broke the gaze with his son, and looked at Misty, who was still on the floor. **"You, girl. What's your name?" **Misty opened her mouth, but stopped. She couldn't remember her name. She frantically searched her mind, but found she could remember nothing. Nothing at all. 

**"I…I…don't…know sir." **she stammered.

**"Are you mocking me young lady?" **asked the man, whose voice had suddenly become dangerously calm. **"I'd advise you not to, as I am a dangerous enemy to make."**

** **

**"Sir?"** interrupted a timid voice. **"Look at the bruising to her head, she could well have amnesia." **

** **

** "I'm well aware of her injuries Ross," **snapped the man. He then surveyed Misty again. He was about to speak when a man, woman and a Pokémon called a Meowth entered the room.

**"You called us Giovanni?" **said the woman, bowing.

**"Jesse," **asked Giovanni, **"Do you know this girl?" **Jesse looked at Misty, and shock appeared on their face.

**"Ye…yes Sir, we do."**

** **

** "You know me?" **asked Misty excitedly. **"What's my name?" **The woman's lilac haired partner spoke up.

**"You don't know your name Miss Twerp? Isn't it Mist-" **He was silenced by a glare from Giovanni.

**"Mystic" **he cut in. **"Your name is Mystic." **He turned to his son. **"Rudi? Do what you will with her. She is no longer my concern." **He made a swift arm movement, and Ross and a woman with short green hair took Misty by the arms. The last thing Misty heard before she was dragged out of the room was Giovanni talking to Jesse and her partner.

**"You three are to have no contact with her, lest she should recover enough memory. Do I make myself clear?"**

** **

** "Crystal Boss" **came three voices.

**

[…=END FLASHBACK=…}

**

Misty sat up in her bed again, and after a few seconds stood up. She walked over to her barred window, and curled her fingers around the cold rusty metal. The moonlight glinted on her necklace again, and fondly she reached up and unclasped it. She turned the tiny heart shape over and over in her hands.

**One day, **she promised herself, **when I get out of here, I'll find whoever gave me this.**

** **

Not so very far away, in a small town called Pallet, Ash Ketchum sat in his room in the dark. His curtains were drawn and the glow of the moon and stars basked his room in a silver light. In his hands, he held the six or seven pictures that Brock had given him that day. He leaned over, and pulled a cedar box from underneath his bed. 

As he opened the box, Ash inhaled the piny scent, like he had done countless times in the past year. He moved a couple of papers aside, and gingerly, almost lovingly, pulled out a picture. This picture was dog-eared, and had obviously been folded and unfolded many times. Ash was confronted once more with Misty's funeral picture, which he had banished to a box under his bed, because it still hurt him so much.

**"One day," **he promised the picture, out loud, **"you'll be in a golden frame and on display again." **He stuffed the other pictures in the box, and shoved it back into place. He turned his attention back to the moonlit window. **I'll never give up on you Misty, **he thought to himself, **you have to be alive. **He sighed, and went to close his curtains, but before he did, he took one more look. **Well Myst, at least we're looking at the same sky. **He left the curtains open, and finally sleep overtook him. 

Back in the Rocket HQ, Misty slept facing the window, letting the moonlight cover her face. It gave her a mysterious comfort for some reason.
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Chapter Three

_

The Key to Healthy Living is Bacon

_**

Ash woke up very early the next morning, because the sun was shining directly in his face. He sat up disorientated, and wondered why his curtains were open. Squinting, he looked across the room to where Pikachu was sleeping in a pile of dirty clothes by the door. He swung his bare legs over the side of the bed and yawning, scratched the back of his head. He had not had a good nights sleep.

He had a re-occurring nightmare, in which Misty would be trapped behind a glass wall, suffocating to death and Ash couldn't get in to save her. The dream didn't even give him the mercy of waking up in a cold sweat, it continued. Night after night Ash had to witness Misty die in front of him; her lips turning blue, her chest locking, and all he could do was watch helplessly, banging on the glass. 

He looked at his clock and groaned. 5:43 am. He couldn't even think of going back to sleep, so instead he wandered into his bathroom to have a shower.

@~#~#~#~#~#~#~#~#~#~#~#~#~@

Misty's reflexes snapped into action and she immediately woke up and sprung from the bed.

**"Pssst!" **The noise came again. Cautiously she walked over to the door and put her ear against the wood. **"Er, I've er…got your breakfast!" **whispered a voice. Misty groaned.

**"What time is it?" **There was a fumbling sound outside. 

**"About quarter to six."**

**

"In the morning!?"

"Er, yeah."

**

** "I don't get my breakfast until half eight. Cassidy brings it to me." **There was a feminine chuckle from outside, then the man spoke again.

**"God Misty, stop being so awkward and step away from the door!" **At the sound of her real name Misty fell silent and stepped away. She watched as the little hatch her food came through was unlocked and a plate of unappetising looking bacon was pushed through. Misty stared at the plate, then back at the door. **"Good luck…" **the man whispered, then all Misty could hear was two sets of footsteps running away from the door. 

****

** "I hope you're right about this Jess" **huffed James as they ran through the corridors.

**"Oh be quiet," **snapped Jesse. **"Now we've done our part and we won't get involved any more."**

** **

** "Yeah" **James nodded. **"And now at least we won't feel guilty."**

** **

Misty stared at the plate, unusually heaped quite high. The bacon was either burnt or practically raw, and Misty's stomach turned just looking at it. She ignored it, and flopped down on her bed, and tried to go back to sleep. As she reached over to take a sip from her water glass, she noticed something in the pile of bacon glinting in the early morning sunshine. 

Curiously, she walked over to the plate, which was still sitting on the floor. Grimacing, she stuck her hand into the meat and her heart leaped as her fingers touched cool metal and she extracted a small metal key from the bacon. Misty gazed at the key in her hand, and absentmindedly brushed a bit of bacon fat off of it. She had no idea who that man was, or why he was helping her, but he would never know how much this one act meant to her.

@~#~#~#~#~#~#~#~#~#~#~#~#~@

Free. She was finally free. She literally couldn't remember a time when she hadn't lived in the Rocket HQ, forced to be Rudi's female 'companion'. It hadn't been so bad at first, but she had grown to despise him in time. He had told her that her sisters had run up a huge debt to his father on the Cerulean City Pokémon Gym and they had no choice but to kill them. Misty had just got in the way. 

Misty swung the red backpack that she had found outside her room on to her shoulders. It felt…right there, like she had worn it before. It also felt full. She dropped it to the ground and then crouched down beside it. She undid the top, and almost on instinct pulled out a few Pokéballs. She allowed them to open. Staryu. Psyduck. Seadra. Poliwag. Starmie. Togepi. Dewgong. They all stared at their Trainer, who they had so long ago given up for dead. It was her, definitely, but there was something missing. 

Togepi waddled up to its 'mommy' and threw itself into her arms. As Misty held the little egg Pokémon in her arms, something clicked in her non-existent memory.

**

[…=START FLASHBACK=…]

**

**"Just as I though, you chose Bulbasaur!" **she could remember herself saying, and then she looked at the boy standing opposite her. **"In that case I choose…" **She reached for the Pokéball containing Starmie, but instead a different one opened. **"Ahh! Quick Psyduck, return!"**

** **

** "Hey! No fair! You can't return your Pokémon in a one-on-one battle" **laughed the boy.

****

** "Ohh, he's right." **she growled. **"Alright Bulbasaur, aim for Psyduck's head!"**

** **

** "Its head?"** said the boy surprised. Then he laughed at the furious red head. **"Yeah, like I'm that dense! Bulbasaur, go and lick Psyduck on the head!" **The plant Pokémon obeyed.

**"Noooo Bulbasaur!" **cried Misty, infuriated. **"You'll never lick Psyduck if you lick it!"**

** **

** "Right Bulbasaur, let's win this! Tickle attack!" **Misty watched as Bulbasaur used its vines to tickle her Psyduck, sending it whimpering back to its Pokéball.

**"Oooh, Ash!" **she wailed as she sank to her knees.

**

[…=END FLASHBACK=…]

**

The transfer from her memory back to reality gave Misty a physical jolt. That was…strange. It was like watching a movie you stared in , but not being able to remember actually filming it. She cradled Togepi in her arms and smiled at the group of Pokémon around her. She returned them all to their balls, and then stood up. _Ash. _She had said Ash. The name brought a smile to her lips. The person who gave her the locket?

Out of the corner of her eye, she saw a sign. In one direction, the sign said _'Viridian City; 8 miles'. _On the other side, it said, _'Pewter City; 3 miles'. _

_ _

**"Pewter sounds good to me," **she said out loud as she hoisted her bag to her shoulder again and set off in the direction of Brock's hometown.

@~#~#~#~#~#~#~#~#~#~#~#~#~@

Brock wandered out of the Pokémon Centre, with his Vulpix hot on his heels. He was so busy day-dreaming about Nurse Joy that he didn't see the girl in front of him until it was too late.

**"Owww!" **Brock immediately jumped up, and offered his hand to the red head sprawled on the pavement. She took it gladly and dusted herself off. It was only when she looked at the man she had bumped into to apologise for not looking where she was going that she noticed he was staring at her like she had three heads.

**It can't be...her **he was thinking to himself. **There is just…no way. **Misty stared at the young man, who could be no more than 20 years old. She got that now familiar twinge in the back of her mind.

**"Are…are you new in town?" **Brock squeaked. Misty smiled warmly and nodded.

**"Yep, I just arrived."**

** **

** "Where** **are you staying?"**

**

"Nowhere at the moment, I have no money and I don't know my way around."

**

** It's not Misty **Brock concluded, she would have recognised me and she would know her way around the city. **Even if she's not Misty, there's no need to be inhospitable.**

** **

** "Er, I'm the Gym Leader here, and I run a Breeding Salon. My name is Brock Flint." **Misty shook his hand warmly.

**"My name's Misty." **Brock stared at her blankly.

**"Er, hi Misty. Nice to…meet you. Is there a last name to go with that?" **Misty rolled her eyes.

**"It's a long story."**

** **

** "Okay, then it's settled. You'll stay with me for the time being and I'll get to hear your long story." **Misty laughed gleefully.

**"Really? Oh, thank you!" **As the duo walked to Brock's Breeding Salon, Brock noticed how his shy Vulpix immediately took to Misty, as if they were old friends. Then he noticed her necklace.

**"Misty?" **he cleared his throat. **"Where did you get that locket?"**

**

"That's all part of the long story Brock."

"I can't wait."

**

@~#~#~#~#~#~#~#~#~#~#~#~#~@

Later that night, after telling her long story, Misty fell asleep on Brock's couch. Brock was almost convinced that she was in fact Misty Waterflower, but there was still one thing to clear up. He tip-toed into the kitchen and rang a familiar number.

**"Hello?" **came a groggy voice from the other line.

**"Ash? That you?" **

** **

**"Who do you think it is Brock, Pikachu?" **Brock smiled as he heard an inquisitive 'Pika?' in the background. 

**"Anyway man, I've got something very important to ask you."**

**

"Fire away."

**

** "Did you ever give Misty a heart shaped locket?" **There was silence on the other line. **"Ash?"**

**

"Why do you want to know Brock?"

"Just answer me Ash."

"Yes, I did. The day she…left."

"I knew it."

"Knew what?"

"Ash, can you come down tomorrow? It's very important."

"Sure Brock…"

"Okay man, I'd better go."

**

** "Brock, how did you know about the locket?" **Brock smiled.

**"You'll find out tomorrow man."**

** **

** **As Ash hung up, he allowed himself to sink to the floor next to Pikachu.

**Gee, thanks for bringing that up Brock **he thought bitterly, but it wasn't as if he had ever stopped thinking about the last time he saw her.

**_

[…=START FLASHBACK=…}

_**

Misty leaned back against the car, feeling the cool metal against her bare legs. She smiled uneasily at Ash, who was staring at his shoe. A few moments of silence passed. Ash's eyes were obscured by the shade of his hat and he repeatedly kicked at the dirt, searching his heart for the right thing to say.

**"Well, I guess…"** Misty began.

**"Misty, I…" **Ash began. They both laughed, and the tension between them lifted. Misty was the first to speak after that.

**"I'm gonna miss you Mr. Pokémon Master!" **she shrugged. **"I can't believe that after five years, this is goodbye."**

** **

** "No Myst, it's not goodbye, " **Ash laughed. **"I'll see you next month, and I'll definitely be coming down for your birthday." **He blushed suddenly. **"You er, promised me another dance." **

** **

Misty suddenly pushed herself back from the car, and into Ash's arms. Something wasn't quite right; something deep inside told her to hold on to him tightly. So she did. Embarrassed, she pulled away after about 10 seconds. Blushing, she pushed an annoying lock of hair from her eyes.

**"Sure Ash, you'll get your dance." **Ash suddenly reached into his pocket, and pulled out something, which he placed in Misty's hand.

It was a beautiful golden heart-shaped locket, on a glittery thin chain. Misty awed at its elegance, and blushed slightly as Ash put his hand on hers.

**"Open it!" **he urged. 

****

**"It opens?" **she asked. He nodded.

Misty gently flipped the tiny catch and looked inside. The first thing to catch her eye was the tiny picture on one side. She laughed; it was her favourite picture of her and Ash, it had been taken when they were 12, just before Ash had won the Orange League. On the other side, was a little leather envelope, embedded in the gold. Misty stuck her fingers inside, and pulled out a small piece of paper. She unfolded it, then read the words in Ash's familiar handwriting.

**_

Myst,

I know this isn't a bike, but at least this heart locket will remind you that you'll always have a piece of my heart.

Love, Ash

_**

This time, Misty wasn't self-conscious about hugging Ash. They stood that way for a while, just with their arms around each other, silently telling each other how much they loved the other, and wishing they could say it out loud. They heard a cough, and drew apart to see Daisy a little way away from them.

**"Like, come on Misty! We have to get home like!"**

** **

** "Like totally" **interrupted Lily. **"I'll be late for my date with Greg!"**

** **

** "I thought you were going out with that Shane guy from the supermarket?" **asked Violet.

**"I am." **stated Lily bluntly.

With one last squeeze of Ash's hand, Misty got into the car. Her awful premonition hit her again, and she frantically made eye contact with Ash through the window. The rest of her sisters piled in, and Daisy started the engine. Ash and Misty held their gaze until they couldn't anymore, and Ash watched as his childhood friend disappeared over the horizon.

**__**__

_**[…=END FLASHBACK=…]**_

** ** ** ****_ _**
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